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The darkness flies, and light is hurl'd

Round about the silent world:

So as alike thou driv'st away

Both light and darkness, night and day.

A CRUEL MISTRESS

WE read of kings and gods that kindly took

A pitcher fill'd with water from the brook;

But I have daily tend'red without thanks

Rivers of tears that overflow their banks.

A slaughter'd bull will appease angry Jove,                5

A horse the Sun, a lamb the God of Love;

But she disdains the spotless sacrifice

Of a pure heart3 that at her altar lies.

Vesta is not displeas'd if her chaste urn

Do with repaired fuel ever burn;                              10

But my saint frowns, though to her honour'd name

I consecrate a never-dying flame.

Th} Assyrian king did none i' th' furnace throw

But those that to his image did not bow;

With bended knees I daily worship her,                    15

Yet she consumes her own idolater.

Of such a goddess no times leave record,

That burnt the temple where she was ador'd.

SONG

MURD'RING BEAUTY

I 'ix gaze no more on her bewitching face,
Since ruin harbours there in every place;
For my enchanted soul alike she drowns
With calms and tempests of her smiles and frowns.
I '11 love no more those cruel eyes of hers,
Which, pleas*d or anger'd, still are murderers:
For if she dart, like lightning, through the air
Her beams of wrath, she kills me with despair:
If she behold me with a pleasing eye,
I surfeit with excess of joy, and die.
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